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Ace Boggess 


Losing the Quiet 

I carried guilt's cymbals & cowbells, 

wore a jackhammer necklace, 

other jewelry: sound of chains slapping stairs. 

Barked instructions came from all directions. 

The judge admonished in a high falsetto- 
off-key, discordant. 

I hoped for a private suite, 

found myself housed in the jet-engine-testing wing 
at the Center for Study of Baby Screams. 
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"Are You Embracing Risk?" 


—question in an e-mail from Atticus Review 

I spend nights Gen-X style in a basement room 
one thin wall away from instruments 
that run on gas, odorless. 

Water tank, furnace, swimming-pool heater— 

I hear them whir & clank like breaking, 

like machines awakening 

in the dystopian epic of my sci-fi sleep. 

Startled, I decline my chance to worry 

as concrete erodes & 

wood somewhere inside rots. 

I cling to my pillow, pleased 
to find it is softer than I deserve. 


Ace Boggess is author of five books of poetry: Misadventure, I 
Have Lost the Art of Dreaming It So, Ultra Deep Field, The 
Prisoners, and The Beautiful Girl Whose Wish Was Not Fulfilled, 
as well the novels States of Mercy and A Song Without a Melody. 
His writing appears in Notre Dame Review, The Laurel Review, 
River Styx, Rhino, North Dakota Quarterly, and other journals. He 
received a fellowship from the West Virginia Commission on the 
Arts and spent five years in a West Virginia prison. He lives in 
Charleston, West Virginia. 
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Carol Casey 


Another Face of the Goddess 

It's in the set of your jaw, 
the unladylike swagger, shoulders 
hunched forward, bulldozing 
through. Words expelled 
like bristles on a coarse brush 
lacquered with joviality. 

The world's a joke 
your mouth says, twisting. 

You say no knight came for 
your damsel so you grabbed 
the sticks and stones and 
made your own. 

Hard as rock you glare 
at anything tender until it peels 
itself and shrivels in your disdain. 

You learned early that loving 
means the devastation 
of vulnerability, that there is 
something obscene about 
sweetness that must be 
trampled before it takes root, 
grows cancerous, that yearning 
must be evil because it 
hurt so much. 
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Dawn Breaking on the Hanlon Expressway 


The trees, imperfect screen in 
winter, juxtapose wilderness on the 

soulless entanglement of machine: 
sigh of engine, startle of cardinals. 

No wonder the little one who lives here 
makes car sounds before sentences. 

The needle lights of vehicles thread 
naked branches, work a complex tapestry. 

In a world saturated with carbon, the trees 
stand sentinel, doing what they can. 


Carol Casey lives in Blyth, Ontario. She is a member of the Huron 
Poetry Collective and an associate member of the League of 
Canadian Poets. She has contributed to Fresh Voices, Stanza, 
Towards the Light, The Leaf, The Prairie Journal and Tickled by 
Thunder as well as several anthologies: No Corners to Hide In, 
The Language of Dew and Sunsets, Women Who Care, Much 
Madness, Divlnest Sense, and Tending the Fire. 
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Samuel Nzebor 


Each Time I Close my Eyes, I See. 

It's 11pm, and my eyes are all set to go home. 

The darkness has swallowed my distractions. 

Not entirely. I still hear the footsteps of silence 
& see the bulging eyes of my jacket. 

I can only hope to find safety in my sleep. 

Finally, La-La land is only a step away. 

I feel more awake sleeping. 

All sort of impossibilities are afforded cheaply. 

The incongruities are forced down on me; 

I have no choice but to play the role. 

I'm taken to a cliff to play Jesus, 

only I cannot escape in the pages of biblical scriptures. 
I'm falling to my shallow grave; 
a scream pushes me back to reality. 

Damn, how do I control my dreams? 


Samuel Nzebor is an emerging poet from the Niger Delta region 
of Nigeria. His works have appeared in Kalahari Review, Mojave 
Heart Review, Tuck Magazine, Praxis Magazine, and elsewhere. 
He envisions a world without pain. 
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John Grey 


A Fortune Told 

Her head is bald. 

Perfect for phrenology, 
the pseudo-science of telling fortunes 
by feeling the lumps, the bumps, 
on the crown. 

Forget the constellations in the sky. 

This is up close, 

more personal than tea leaves 

or tarot cards. 

When it comes to human fate, 
the body is firmly in the wheel-house. 

Of course, this is all to do with chemo, 
radiation heading off the worst of her cells 
before they get a chance to do more damage. 
She's given up on her vanity. 

Her faith is firmly with the doctors now. 

And she laughs off her baldness, 
reckons it's the new chic alien look. 

She takes my hand 

and runs it across her smooth, white pate. 

"So tell me what my future holds," she says. 

I see something dark and loose 
and heaped atop a dresser. 

It's a wig not ashes. 
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From Somewhere In Iowa 


Due west I drive, 
across the great plains, 
past many a farmer 

in grimy overalls with mud-stained hands, 

grinding miles out of his tractor 

in the welcome shadow of a passing cloud. 

The land is flat, 

primary colors in all directions, 
more sweat on the brow than in the sky. 
Silos stand like rocket ships 
long past their blastoff date. 

Corn fields keep their distance from me, 
prefer to gather at the horizon. 

I see an occasional cow, 

hear a raucous rusty rooster cry. 

And there's a field of melons. 

Another of soy beans. 

It's all of the food I eat 
only it's coming to me sooner. 
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The Boy Who Sees 


Grandpa takes out the glass eye 
to clean it 

and for every three children 
that turn away in disgust, 

there is one totally absorbed by that empty socket. 

Then the boy's attention is drawn 
to that white gem on the kitchen table 
and the busy hands getting intimate 
with a rag. 

Grandpa pops it back in 

and tells the assembly 

that it's now okay to look 

but there's one who hasn't stopped looking, 

for whom this is the moment 

the old man's face loses interest, 

becomes as ordinary 

as every other family member. 

For every three children 

who prefer not to be surprised 

in such a gruesome way 

there's one who welcomes the intrusion 

of the grotesque 

into such a plain and ordinary life. 

8 



He'll grow up no better, no worse 
than these others. 

But don't stick your finger in your ear 
to clean out the wax 
while admiring the frescoes 
of the Sistine Chapel. 

He could be watching. 


John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published 
in Sin Fronteras, Dalhousie Review and Qwerty, with work 
upcoming in Plainsongs, Willard & Maple, and Connecticut River 
Review. 
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Gerard Sarnat 


Elephants In The Room 


Old Country bubbe, 
post pogroms then Holocaust, 
Grandma's life—ruined 
by endless complaining- 
remains encoded in my genes. 


ii 

Grandparents just disappeared. 

When my parents turn, 

what I'd learned allowed me to guide 

them as family surrounded. 

Our grandkids asked to see their open caskets 
which broke the taboo. 
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Ill 


Dear bud with ailments committed 
suicide 

after he'd just discussed it with me: 
letter 

was in my mailbox when I got home. 
You 

can react to highs and try to ignore 
lows 

but then may miss half or more of 
life. 
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Gerard Sarnat is a physician who's built and staffed clinics for 
the marginalized as well as a Stanford professor and healthcare 
CEO. Currently he is devoting energy and resources to deal with 
climate change justice. He has been married since 1969 with 
three kids plus six grandsons, and is looking forward to future 
granddaughters. A winner of several poetry prizes including the 
Dorfman and Poetry in the Arts, his work has been published in 
numerous academic and literary periodicals including Tipton 
Journal, Free State Review, The New York Times, American 
Journal of Poetry, Texas Review, Snapdragon, Poetry Quarterly, 
The Los Angeles Review, Voices Israel, New Ulster, and Brooklyn 
Review. He is also the author of several books, including Melting 
the Ice King. 
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Mark Jabaut— Textured Fireworks 


Mark Jabaut— Textured Fireworks 
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Mark Jabaut— Textured Fireworks 
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Mark Jabaut— Textured Fireworks 
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Mark Jabaut— Textured Fireworks 
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Mark Jabaut is a playwright, author and photographer. His plays 
have been onstage from New York to Massachusetts to Florida. 
Mark's fiction has been published in POST, The Ozone Park 
Journal, SmokeLong Quarterly, Spank the Carp, and others. 
Additional information can be found at markjabaut.com 
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Ben Nardolilli 


Laissez Faire Lao Tzu 

I'll explain how simple it is 

while sitting in a broken-down roller coaster. 

Act together. The world is bound up 

with relocation, an inclination to reduce days. 

Join with the marketplace, not sellers. 

When the message reaches out it can really work. 

You can stop buying, no more shopping. 

Just say you're going out to see the latest price. 
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Missing This Taste of Salt 


I think you're really an expensive cigarette, 
nothing but smoke, pretending to be a source of light. 

I fell for it, a half-assed fairy tale; you seized me 
by the hands, when I was weeping. 

When you're trapped, vulnerable, unfulfilled, 
any chance for a story seems tempting. 

Someone says they know how to get to the ever-after 
here in the present life; it's a dog whistle for the lonely. 

You promised a happy ending, I could play the knight, 
and all I got were nights filled with waiting, 
following one after the other like broken stanzas. 

I questioned the suffering and you sent me to physicians. 

Anger? I felt it. Pity now flows through me to you. 

I see your life; you're a pile grasping towards a heap. 

Forget any attempts at transcendence; 

try to gain a hold of the shaky red lamp instead. 
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America's Fightingest General 


Maybe I should abandon the theory of germs 
and see my body as a battlefield, 
where a patriotic front is battling a guerrilla group 
trying to overthrow my healthy regime. 

Of course, they will call themselves revolutionary 
but in time they will prove themselves 
diseased, wicked, rotten, and corrupt to the point 
that the host they want to live in perishes. 

Unlike a virus, it makes the stakes clearer, 
and under this story, I get to view myself as more 
than just a case or a statistic for tests. 

Instead, I am the President, the Minister of Defense, 
a General out in the field issuing commands. 

And when I take my medicine or get some rest 
I will be receiving injections of foreign aid, 
deployed to combat the invasive menace within me. 


Ben Nardolilli currently lives in New York City. His work has 
appeared in Perigee Magazine, Red Fez, Danse Macabre, The 22 
Magazine, Quail Bell Magazine, Elimae, The Northampton 
Review, Local Train Magazine, The Minetta Review, and Yes 
Poetry. He blogs at mirrorsponge.blogspot.com and is trying to 
publish a novel. 
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Gail M. Murray 


Attenti Ai Gatti 

The cats of Ravello 

sleep on sunlit patios of terra cotta; 

church bells chime, 

little girls with long black curls giggle. 

The cats of Ravello 

raid alleys of narrow medieval streets 

where white roses cascade ancient stone walls 

and ristorantes serve up sea bass alfresco. 

Even their garbage is haute cuisine. 

The cats of Ravello sip warm milk 
at palazzos converted to five star hotels. 

At the feet of wistful tourists gazing at the indigo sea, 
these felines share croissants and steamed milk. 

The cats of Positano 

do not climb the vertical cliffs 

to pastel pink and yellow houses. 

Feral and wary they dart among fishing boats 
painted bright primary colours. 

The cats of Positano 
lick lemony limoncello, 
munch on tidbits of el mare 
as they escape the encroaching tide. 
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The cats of Vernazza 
live in a time warp. 

They sit straight and tough on Vespas, 
bits of ear missing, collar askew. 

The cats of this remote town, a claw on the sea, 
lie on rocks above the cliffs, slide in for a pat 

as vespers chime at sunset. 

The cats of seaside Italian towns thrive. 

No cars, no cares as church bells float on the wind. 


Gail M. Murray hails from Toronto, Ontario. After a successful 
career as teacher/teacher-librarian with an emphasis on 
literature, poetry and drama, Gail has turned her talents to 
freelance writing. Like Keats, she seeks to capture the essence of 
the moment. Gail's writing is a response to her natural and 
emotional environment. Her poems have been published in 
Written Tenfold, Blank Spaces, The Banister, Wordscape, 
Arborealis and on CommuterLit.com. Her creative non-fiction 
has appeared in The Globe and Mail, Trellis, Heartbeats, 
Renaissance, NOW Magazine, Blank Spaces, Our Canada and 
More of Our Canada. 
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Danielle Solo 


Depression 

Thank you for your interest 
in taking me out—a little bold choosing the sniper 
option instead of the dating one, but I could use a 
refreshing take. 

By now I've grown a little sick of other people's wine. 

The suggestion to take a break from work was a lovely 
sentiment; 

unfortunately, I made my bed too comfortable to meet 
with you 

and have grown too lazy to knit myself a noose. However, 

you're welcome to stay and wait, 

another house-ghost to marvel at my magick— 

disappearing's become a little cliche, don't you think? 

I'd rather transform in a forgotten houseplant: 
never fed, watered infrequently, 
yet too stubborn to die. 
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Emergency Exit 

—an excerpt from The Greyhound Poems 

The day before I leave for New York 

mother starts the silent treatment 

with a text message—mother wants me to be safe 

mother tells me watch your surroundings 

mother says let me know if you come back alive. 

I leave London at three am with a backpack 

and a longing for liminal space. As it turns out, 

there's nothing all that special about Greyhound terminals; 

every stop reveals my ideal image of Heaven — 

a big empty space full of old people 

asking the same questions over and over. 

The bus and I are kindred spirits. 

Guttural, full of phlegm, still sticking, 
the engine mirrors my progress, 
calls me out on my bullshit. 

I open a novel, which is mostly bad porn 
I consider how hungry the dog 
in the Greyhound logo must be 
mid-stride, frozen to bones 
I run my fingers over the outlet to feel a buzz 
and reread the signs: emergency exit 
lift this bar push window to open. 
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Off the 401, I pretend to muse over this once-forbidden 
city of cannabis and coffee—try to make it poetic. 

As we pass the CN Tower, everyone turns to look: 
a Sikh man moves against the glass and takes some selfies, 
the red-eyed driver leans back, calls me dear, 
the businessman beside me offers to buy me a drink 

then walks away in the terminal 
as another man pulls me aside. 

Hey girl, he says, / like your style, wait on a minute 

I got a guestion to ask you, baby, 

and not in the company of these gentleman types. 

A hand on the back, back to the wall, 
people shuffle by to the tune 
of the usual male greeting: 

What's your name? How long have you lived in the city? 
Where you coming from? How long have you been gone? 
You're beautiful. There are plenty of girls in the city— 

Nah, you see I have standards. I'm talking to you. 

8:30 am 

I wash the man off of my hands 
stare at my smudged reflection 
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turn off the headphones 

listen to the movement in the stalls around me. 
It suddenly occurs to me: 

I've been alive for twenty years 
and never been to Chipotle. 

I've still got time. 

Beyond the door, there's a rainbow 
stretching across the slate-tiled steps. 

I follow in the pursuit 

of finding some abandoned pot of gold; 

it looks like another Greyhound station. 
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Danielle Solo— Please Help 
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Danielle Solo— The Weaver 
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Danielle Solo 


Unspoken Vows 

As long as we both shall live 
I take you as my partner, 
to have and to hold, 
for better or for worse. 

In sickness and in health, I promise 
an obscene amount of morning sex 
and I vow to always 
pee with the door open 

From this day forward, never again 

will we smoke alone or walk in the house with clothes on 

I promise to always carry you to bed when you're drunk 

stroking the side of your forehead until 

I'm sure you get some sleep. I will be there 

for the dissociation, every flashback, 

and to remind you to take your medication 

On the nights you insist on sleeping alone, 

I will lay on the floor just to be beside you 

I promise two fist pumps whenever I get excited, 
a house that never gets clean. 
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and to sit through every Adam Driver movie, 
even though I hate that son of a bitch 

And if I'm forced to leave, 
a note to whoever takes care of you next: 
make sure she drinks her water with lemon, 
she likes it that way, with a whole fucking lemon. 
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Poem 


Mom wishes I was lighter, 

a trash bag full of plastic packaging 

that bends and twists beautifully—not quite cling wrap, 

but something just flawed enough to wobble without 

cracking— 

those shells that hold gingerbread men in place 
with their frozen smiles, their arms outstretched. 

I still find it funny that we'll dress them a thousand 
different ways 

but they always taste the same—stale linoleum in No Frills, 
dull snap of preservatives, the wet hand of a father. 

We won't think twice. Tear open the box, 

put your hands on me. Watch that beautiful transparency 

scar white when you tear your sweet man free. 
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Danielle Solo is a poet, storyteller and budding photographer 
based in London, Ontario. She's a firm believer that you should 
write while the wounds are still fresh; if not, poke them a little. 
Her work focuses on spirituality and traumatic personal 
experience, uncovering the hauntings that result from these 
events. Most recently, her verse can be found in Cold 
Strawberries Collective's CRYPTIC, the sixth issue of Deracine 
Magazine and Covid 19: Poems From The Lockdown. She is 
forthcoming in Mineral Lit Mag and Crepe & Penn. Online, she 
can be found on Twitter @_daniellesolo_, Instagram 
<®daniellesoloscribblings, or on her website daniellesolo.com. 
It's not too hard to spot her in the wild either; she's the most 
eccentric person in your grocery store, often found swathed in 
velvet and discussing mortality with the tanked lobsters. 
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Bruce McRae 


Black 

From one absence into another. 

What zero tastes like. 

What the senses gain come darkness, 
all hands lost to the tempest. 


* 


The sun never rises, never sets. 
In a land that light forgot 
no two spaces are identical. 

We are all our own devils. 


* 


A congress of shadows is meeting. 

It's perpetually midnight, the curtains drawn. 
Oaths are recited with eyes closed, 
the blind bleeding the blind. 


* 


I was that crow among ravens, 
a small hole among larger holes. 

So let me tell you about the sunless places. 
Let me tell you of our fruitless excavations. 


* 
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One night begets other nights, 
black running away with the colours, 
black gathering up her dead. 

A new moon broods over the horizon. 


* 


Evil, in elegant attire. 

Grief, with that scent of mystery. 

Like a gathering of politicians and priests, 
or truth when it's censored. 


* 


It's that mad hour between dusk and dawn. 
Mother is sweeping in the cemetery. 

Father is face down in the dirt. 

And for music, a ballad of constant weeping. 
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A Word About Words 


The past is a place in northern England 
where the left-handed are gibble-fisted 
or coochy-pawed or left-kaggy. 

In another time and place, where freckles 
were frentickles or branny-spackles. 

When daddy long-legs were once called 
harvest men or long-legged tailors. 

Old words like yestermorn and overmorrow. 

And new worlds and words, like lamestain, 
hatewatch, flamebait, humblebrag; 
cobbled together out of need and urgency. 

And words I fail to understand - 
seriatim, raillery, apotropaic. 

Or words I fancy the sound of making - 
belvedere, chromatopia, propinquity; 
and how to fit them into conversations. 

Though a dog would hear 
the song of barbarous barking, 
the human voice is of deeper value. 

Words, the meaning of which increases reason. 
And we speak of more than meaning. 

We speak of ourselves. 
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Omen 


A bird in the house 

means a loved one is about to die. 

Riches are coming your way. 

The lost will return to you 
after an impossible journey. 

Unlike a bat or bug, 
a bird in the house 
presages madness. 

It means love is broken. 

Calamity is imminent. 

A bird in the house 
warns of a secret spent. 

It forecasts a hard winter. 

That however much you prepare 
you're never ready. 


Bruce McRae, a Canadian musician currently residing on Salt 
Spring Island BC, is a multiple Pushcart nominee with over 1,600 
poems published internationally in magazines such as Poetry, 
Rattle and the North American Review. His books are The So- 
Called Sonnets (Silenced Press), An Unbecoming Fit Of Frenzy 
(Cawing Crow Press), Like As If { Pski's Porch), and Fiearsay (The 
Poet's Haven). 


37 



Fizza Abbas 


I don't belong here 

I love chipped crayons 

they tell me colours can come in different forms: 
pitch-black darkness can become the reincarnation of red 
moonlight can subdue the proud ribbon-like body 
of the river 

wise men need not have a white beard. 

I often whisper to the wavelength, 

ask her to, once and for all, 

be flexible if dispersion is an absolute necessity 

to tune into madness— 

her least-favourite frequency. 

Sometimes, I even read her poems 

so she can know I have word bubbles 

that don't blow my way, 

similar to the paintbaMs 

she complains of being too unruly and wild. 

I am a laywoman 

with no command on phonetics: 

deficit and the shit sounds similar to me 

and I often tell my husband- 

take care of calorie the shit, 

he, being the ultimate science guy 

says it's a good fat joke. 
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Once in a while, we're on the same wavelength. 

And nibbling the crayons, I often think, 

I too can think. 


Fizza Abbas is a Freelance Content Writer based in Karachi, 
Pakistan. She is fond of poetry and music. Her works have been 
published at many platforms including Indiana Voice Journal, 
Poetry Pacific, Runcible Spoon, Better Than Starbucks, The Poetry 
Village, Bonnie's Crew, Cabinet of the Heed, The Blotter, and 
Foxglove Journal. 
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Roger leege— Little Girl Blur 
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Roger leege— Methylene 
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Roger Leege— Basic Black 
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Roger Leege— Day and Date 
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Roger leege— Painter Palm and Politician 
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Roger leege— Local Colour 
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Roger Leege started out as a painter, printmaker and analog 
photographer, earning his MA in Visual Arts from Goddard 
College. With post-grad study in assorted small computer 
technologies, he was an early-adopter and evangelist for digital 
methods and tools. With his own extensive gallery, print, and 
online publication credits in the US and Europe, Roger also gives 
back as publisher of the fine art photography journal, Dek Unu 
Magazine. 
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Roosevelt Jones 


Breath of George Floyd 

Anthem played I knelt 
on grass It's wrong 
they said Ain't got no 
gratitude Show some 
respect the Flag 
Stripes & Stars & 

Church & State & 

Guns & Guns Honor them 
Tear gas Kneel? Not 
American 
You're on my head 
My brother 

gunned Down He didn't 
do what you say He did 
Get off my head Breathe 
I can't 

Starry Stripes Police blow 
kisses at white militia 
on steps OK with AKs Patriots 
We're thugs 

Now Breathe 


Roosevelt Jones is quarantined in Toronto. 
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Andreas Gripp 


Lionel 

lays down tracks 

like he did when he was a 

kid, predating The Neighborhood 

of Make Believe— 

he was already in college 

by then, getting A's and getting 

laid, evading the Draft 

till the excuses had run out, 

a frontline Private 

ducking marksmen from 

the Viet Cong, 

returning with his leg 
blown off and his carob skin 
scarred by the relentless spray 
of shrapnel. 

Today, both the medal 
he was given and the pin 
of Old Glory ride in the caboose, 
behind the load of Pennsylvanian 
coal that's terribly out-of-date. 
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as all of it is, really: the freight 
cars disappearing into a distant 
tunnel like a rodent's tail 
that darts into drywall, 

a baseboard cavity never patched, 
puffing smoke as if a gambler 
sucking on a cigar, smuggled in 
from Havana when the Cold War 
brought us all to our knees, 
shuddering under our desks 
though we had told ourselves 
fervently that this is just pretend. 
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The Seclusion 


I have all the time 

in this pandemic world 

to create my Magnificat , 

the magnum opus 

to be said or sung 

for generations yet to come; 

and with my calendar 
of vacant squares 
there is no excuse to delay, 
no obligation to grant me pardon. 

They say Shakespeare 

had a similar quandary 

and he managed to pen King Lear— 

no one to disturb or vex him 
while he dipped his feathered quill 
into the murk of bottled ink. 

No pressure. 

And whether the tragedy to unfold 

is due to the love or 

due to the greed I cannot say. 
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for I too will need Five Acts, 
a post-curtain bow, 
and I've still to build my stage 
of paper mache— 

so do not let us flee our homes 
before this plague has ended. 

Oh come, dear Cordelia, 
guide this blinded Gloucester 
to scribe whatever lines he must, 
give magnificence to a poem 
that will inspire— 

both the feverish woman 
in the laboratory 
forging on to our salvation, 

and to the man beneath the trees 
who sweats profusely, 
digging graves in case she fails. 


51 



The Ellipsis ... 


teases amid the white, 
leaving us to guess 
what's been omitted, 
cherry- 

picking its many biases, 
filtering out the 
disparaging in every 
book and movie review. 

See it there, at the start 
of a neutered sentence, 
as though the initially 
penned words 
were never scribed, 
not critical enough to sha 
like lifting a stylus 
above the grooves, 

lowering it precisely 

into the record 

after the opening verse 

has been sung, 

singling out the chorus 

as if that alone 

were more than enough. 



I was recently told 
I was doing it wrong, 
failing to leave a space 
between this trinity 
of dots. It takes up 
too much room, I replied, 
looks peculiar on the page. 

Do not leave me 

guessing what these lines 

conceivably said, 

in the heat 

of an angry moment, 

within the quote 

of a love confessed, 

this trail that leaves 
the ending to conjecture, 
a search for the 
discarded 

we were never supposed to know. 


Andreas Gripp is a narcissistic editor who shoves his own poems 
in here because he says he has nowhere else to play. 
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Andreas Gripp —Above Us Only Light 
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Andreas Gripp— Under Ripples, Stones 
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David M. Harris 


Dead Letter Office: Geo. Alec Effinger 

Dear Piglet, 

Your little Athenian owl was the first 
tattoo I knew personally. Black, perched 
just below a short sleeve, it spoke to me 
of certainty, a sign and seal you had chosen 
to imprint on your skin and spirit forever. 

Tom Disch's great military eagle was the first 
I saw of him, on his open-shirted chest just at 
my eye level. He'd gotten it in the Army, 
a juvenile misstep, more a burden 
than a statement. His permanent commitment 
lay elsewhere. But you had chosen wisely. 

What might I have chosen? My first 
wife's name? Some now-forgotten slogan? 

I once knew someone with a quill 
and inkpot on her shoulder. I could, 
perhaps, commit to text, or Athena's 
wisdom, but... 
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Until 2003, David M. Harris had never lived more than fifty miles 
from New York City. Since then he has moved to Tennessee, 
acquired a daughter and a classic MG, and gotten serious about 
poetry. His work has appeared in Pirene's Fountain, First 
Water, Gargoyle, The Labletter, The Pedestal, and other places. 
His first collection of poetry, The Review Mirror, was published 
by Unsolicited Press in 2013. 
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Carrie Lee Connel 


A Vision of Fiammetta (1878) 
by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 

Artist's Model: Marie Spartali Stillman 

sit here, my dear; no, rise 
we must have you standing 
I know it shall be tedious 
take as a lesson 

on how to treat your own models 

I prognosticate, that under Madox Brown, 

your production may surpass 

the meagerness of my own 

do not feel he is your master loaning you out 

for others to experience your charms 

your upbringing raises you above them 

forget the ones that came before 

you are singular and I paint you thus 

a flame amongst these apple blossoms 

petals cascade like tears 

I paint the Morpho menelaus 

for Maria, Christina and William 

I will hide one more in the lowest corner 

Mother says the cardinal 

is a loved one come to visit 

but I have seen a messenger of death before 

did you ever meet my wife? 
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I give you the angel to adorn your hair 

and a heart cabochon at your hip 

the shape repeated in filigree on your wrist 


Marie Spartali Stillman first sat for Rossetti in 1867 and, along 
with her husband, William Stillman, posed for Rossetti for his 
Dante paintings. She was an artist, who studied under Ford 
Madox Brown, and produced more than 170 pieces. She died 
just a few days before her 83 rd birthday in 1927. 
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My Lady Greensleeves (1863) 
by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


Artist's Model: Emily Renshaw (Mrs. W. J. Knewstub) 

that assistant of mine whisked you away 

from my Bohemian abode 

(baseless assumptions and projections) 

thrown into loveless poverty 

your captivity mirroring the bard's song 

I give you red and white feathers in your hat 

no roses for your beauty 

except appearing in your cheeks 

and no lilies for your virtue 

I paint instead a branch of blossoms 

from a tree I forgot to identify 

its fruit now as mysterious 

as the colour of your eyes 

I may paint them grey 

to reflect the cast-off armour 

and not the expected green 

do you see how ingenious these sleeves are? 

one removed and you are in a state of undress 

yet fully clothed still as befits your station 
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Emily Renshaw was discovered by Rossetti and his only pupil 
Walter Knewstub. Knewstub fell in love with her and did not 
appreciate Rossetti putting her head on the semi-naked figure 
of Venus Verticordia. Knewstub left Rossetti's employ and 
married her, keeping her out of Rossetti's circle. Emily and 
Walter had eight children. Emily died in 1914 at age 66. 
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Joli Coeur (1867) 
by Dante Gabriel Rossetti 


Artist's Model: Ellen Smith 

an unconventional beauty 

like a mirror, the pendant 

reflects your heart-shaped face 

let us pin this seed-pearl 

nautilus gem in your hair 

just over the shell of your ear 

which is chambered in three 

do you know the heart contains four? 

anatomy, we should all study it 

your seductive smile shows 

you misinterpret my meaning 

you are daring, my dear, 

but I do not need you 

in a state more deshabille 

like some of the others 

hold the pendant out and 

your invitation is made clear 
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Ellen Smith was a laundry maid and sat for several artists, 
including G. F. Watts, George Boyce, John Roddam Spencer 
Stanhope, and Edward Burne-Jones. Joli Coeur is one of the last 
paintings Rossetti did of her. In 1869 or 1870, a soldier cut her 
face and disfigured her, ending her modelling career. She 
started her own laundry business and married a cabman in 1873. 
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Carrie Lee Connel lives in Stratford, Ontario, with her husband 
and two cats. She has a Masters of Library and Information 
Science and a BA in English Language and Literature from 
Western University. Her writing has been published in 
Synaeresis, The Toronto Quarterly, Fterota Logia 1, Tales From 
the Realm Volume One (Aphotic Realm), Smitten, NOPE Florror 
Quarterly (TL;DR Press), Piping at the End of Days (Valley Press), 
and Moonshine: A Canadian Poetry Collection (Craigleigh Press). 
She's the author of three published books of poetry from 
Harmonia Press/Beliveau Books. The poems herein are part of a 
suite of poems on the 19 th -century Pre-Rafaelite painter and 
poet, Dante Gabriel Rossetti. 
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Synaeresis Magazine stands in solidarity with Black Lives 
Matter and against the oppression, abuse, and exploitation 
of our sisters and brothers which have been going on for 
centuries right up to the present day. It's critically 
important to use the platforms we have to speak out in 
opposition to injustice, hatred, and violence—in this 
context perpetrated against the Black community; and also 
against Indigenous People (both in this country and around 
the world). People of Colour, People in Poverty, People 
with Disabilities, Women, Children, and members of the 
LGBTQIA2+ community. 
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Synaeresis art + poetry 

Call for Submissions 

poetry (1 to 6 poems) 
photography (1 to 6 photos) 
artwork (1 to 6 pieces) 

Please email your submission as a separate attachment 
(MS Word/JPG). Please include a brief bio of yourself 
as well in case your work is selected for publication. 

Email address: beliveaubooks@gmail.com 

Response time is within one week. 

There are no themes in Synaeresis other than exceptional 
writing and visual art. The subject matter is open, though 
please don't send in any work that is derogatory/demeans 
a person's gender, orientation, race, ethnicity, faith, etc. 
No graphic violence or pornography. Please send only new 
and/or previously unpublished offerings. 

Synaeresis is a free, online journal, published 4 times a 
year, showcasing local (i.e. Stratford, Ontario), regional 
(Souwesto), Canadian, American, and International talent. 
No payment is available, unfortunately, to contributors but 
there are no submission/reading fees. That said, the editorial 
selection process is rather particular, so please send only the 
best of your best. Thanks! Contributors can download a free 
PDF of the issue they are in. 


To view and download current and previous issues, visit: 
andreasgripp.wixsite.com/synaeresis 



New from Beliveau Books 



Written In Situ 


New Poems by Carrie Lee Connel. 87 pages, perfect-bound. 
To order, please visit: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/books 
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New from Beliveau Books 



New poetry by Andreas Gripp written in Stratford 
where the author now resides. 54 pages, perfect-bound. 
To order, please visit: 

https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/andreasgripp 
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Also Available 



Another 


London 


poems from a city still searching for itself 


9 

W 


edited by Andreas Gripp & Carrie Lee Connel 


An anthology starring 26 London poets. 
To order, please visit: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/books 
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Also Available 



Poetry by Jennifer Wenn. A Song of Milestones is the 
author's poignant gender journey. 30 pages, perfect-bound. 


To order, please visit: 

https://beliveaubooks.wixsite.com/books 
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Synaeresis current & back issues can be easily read and 
downloaded at the Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 


https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/synaeresis 
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Synaeresis current & back issues can be easily read and 
downloaded at the Synaeresis: arts + poetry website: 


https://andreasgripp.wixsite.com/synaeresis 
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